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The scrap of paper in Sting's hand flickered in the sporadic bursts of light in the Tube. Deep underground, 
signals passed by like comet streaks. Flash. Black. Flash. Black. An address in messy pen, written hastily in the 
dark of a bar in Newcastle, stared up at him. 


Presently he felt nervous, something he often tried not to do. All the guy wanted was an audition, really. A 
litmus test to see if Sting was a worthy musical partner. That had to be it, didn't it? Sting hated the idea of 
being rejected, of being considered of lesser talent than he knew himself to be. And now, for the first time, he 


was meeting his (seeming) equal, and instead of confident he was nervous. Fuck. 


Get a fucking grp on yourself, he told himself. You met the guy once. So what if he says no? There's plenty of 
bastards around who'd be desperate for a guy like you. Take it easy. 


Sting sighed and leaned back, head resting against the top of the seat. The train's vibration rattled in his head, 
took his mind off futile worrying. Still another 40 minutes to London God Two hours in the tube -- and for 


what? A constant buildup of anxiety and subsequent repression It exhausted him, fear. 


He'd met the guy -- what was his name, Stewart? -- at some proggy joint up north. Stewart took the 
spotlight, overshadowing his dead-eyed prog bandmates with flashy fills, becoming the focus rather than 
pretty Sonja Kristina, and yet he made the first move on Sting after Sting's band left the stage. He stood out 
among the other socialites in the room -- tall, shaggy brown hair, sharp American accent. Sting had hardly 
regarded the experience as anything odd; he'd been offered to join more bands than he could remember seeing. 


Yet this one stuck out among the rest. 


There was something different about him, a kind of raw unhinged energy that left not an impression but a 
physical dent in Sting's mind. He seemed to have unlimited strength, still fidgety after a straight hour of fluidly 
moving strains and multi-sectioned pieces. Every cymbal splash carried the force of the last; no note of his 
ever felt weak, even when his mates had the kind of stage presence that said, "We're beyond giving you a good 


show; you're all here to see us because you already know us." 
iy y y 


He'd found Sting at the bar, face slick with sweat, hands red from tape and abuse, eyes wide and starry with 
admiration for Last Exit. Sting played the interaction in his usual pompous manner, which entailed hiding his own 
secret admiration for the drummer and overall ignoring everything he said. Stewart said something something 
band and handed Sting the note, conviction in his eyes. Oh so sure of himself, he'd left with one parting remark: 
"Call me, yeah? | think you 'n | could really have something here." 


You and | 


Perhaps Stewart had seen the same in Sting, a raw force desperate to be released. There was something to be 
said of his own stage antics, but they paled in comparison to the drummer's; by any other metric Sting was 
rather tame when performing. His stupid anxities receded. This was what he needed, someone crazy as he was 
who could not only match him but let him run free, who could give the freedom you couldn't get from 
leather-jacket braindeads who worshipped Sex Pistols and Buzzcocks, who demanded more from you than one- 


note runs. 
Sting smiled quietly. Stewart wouldn't know what hit him. 


A distant voice pulled him from his thoughts. Next stop, Waterloo Station Following stop, Charing Cross Station 
God, finally. Sting sat up, rolling his neck gently. The darkness of the tunnel grew into harsh fluorescent light 
and perfectly white tiles that blinded the eye. Squinting the whole way through, Sting wandered the endless 
halls of the underground until a stairwell brought him back above ground into the frosty night. 


On his back he carried all he had left to his name: a duffel bag stuffed with clothes and personal belongings, 
and his trusty Jazzmaster. At any rate he'd probably have to ask the drummer to spend the night, which 
would be utterly embarrassing if they didn't manage to vibe well together. Sting blamed his landlord for taking 
so long to close on that shitty apartment -- anyone but himself, of course. 


Street. Crosswalk Building. Time blurred as he rushed through the boulevards of London, becoming a thick haze 
that only cleared at the sight of a door numbered 104. Sting knocked twice and stepped back slightly. 


The door opened halfway. "You're... Sting, right?" 

"Were you expecting someone else?" 

"No, | just almost didn't recognize you. Been a while, you know?" Stewart opened the door all the way and 
beckoned Sting in. He was unrecognizable, not Sting. The mess of shoulder-length hair was gone in favor of a 
bleach-blond close shave, though his taste in sports jerseys had not subsided. He was more domineering now, 
red-rimmed eyes locked on Sting. 


"Uh, you can set your stuff over there," gestured Stewart. "By the stove." 


"Thanks." Sting pulled his half-soaked coat off and hung it on a nearby hook, close enough to let it be dried by 
the heat. "This may be blunt but, tell me, Stewart, what.. compelled you?" 


"To what? Invite you over? Ask for your audience in a jam session?" 

"Sure." 

Stewart shrugged. "I think you're a damn good bassist, | suppose. While we were in Leeds | managed to catch a 
couple of your shows. Last Exit, man? Best jazz outfit this side of England. Seriously. ‘Course, that's saying a 
lot, since it's jazz and all." 


Something like a grin tugged at Sting's face. "Didn't quite take you for the jazzy type." 


"Oh, ‘cause | was in a prog band?" Stewart rolled his eyes dramatically. "I didn't take you for a prog type, 
either. Suppose we've both got odd tastes." 


‘| was there with the band. My band, that is. The club owner billed us one after another for reasons | can't 
fathom." 


"Don't lie to me, Sting. You've probably got a copy of Procol Harum on your shelf next to your Miles Davis 


records." 
"What an.. odd accusation" 


| mean.. | guess I'm just trying to get back into jazz. Jazz was most of what | listened to as a kid, per dad's 
recommendation, and now l'm just, overexposed, | guess. Terminal overflow. There's no room left in my brain 


for it. Except for Last Exit. You're..." 


"Amazing. Yes. You've sung me high praise already.’ 


"Nonchalant about it, are you?" 
"| get it all the time." 


Rolling his eyes again, Stewart replied, "| do mean it, man. I'm not just kissing your ass here. I've never seen a 


jazz bassist be a damn good singer, too. You really blew me away, you know?" 
"Mmm. Sure." 


"If l'm boring you, why don't you tell me about yourself, then? You seem like the type who enjoys that 
subject" 


"Do I?" For once, Sting smiled genuinely. "Er, well, | was a schoolteacher. That was shit. I've practically been 
playing music all my life. | started writing music as a glamour dream, and then it became a side thing once | 
went to university. | never really wanted to teach; it just filled time until | could do what | want. | don't know 
how |=" 


A knock on the door cut Sting off. 


"ll get it," Stewart muttered. He opened the door slightly, as he had done when Sting arrived, then slammed it 
without saying anything. 


On the other side of the door, someone shouted, "Open the door right fucking now." 

Stewart leaned against the doorframe, facing Sting but looking off to the side. "Fuck off, Miles." 
‘Ive been looking for you for a month now!" 

"| don't care." 

"You're still contractually a member of this group. You signed the clauses, remember?" 


"Everyone went and fucked off. Way's been gone since, what, November? He's not coming back. | don't even 


know where Sonja is. No point in showing up anymore." 

"You'd see her more often if you ever bothered to speak to me, your manager 
"You mean, my snotty brother who can't leave me the hell alone?" 

"You know this is illegal. And I'm not just talking about your contract evasion" 


"| know what you mean, now fuck off" 


| can report you." 


Fear flashed across Stewart's face, but subsided quickly. "You won't. | know you. You wouldn't bear the thought 


of losing my talent. Now ave" 

Fine." The voice diminished, became more distant as it went along. "But this isn't over." 

Stewart held his face in his hands. "I'm sorry about that" 

"Family issues?" 

"Band fucking issues. Rule of thumb, man, never let your manager be related to you. At all. | ran away just so 
| could be free from him.. and Sonja, | guess. And Way, who hates my guts. l.. That's probably why you left, 


right? Freedom? Escape?" 


"Making my own way?" Sting pursed his lips. "Maybe. Its more like opening my horizons. Jazz leaves no room 
for the songwriter. It stifles the creative minds and the free souls." 


"At least we both agree on disliking jazz." 


"| don't disike it, my interests just shifted Wanted to be my own thing, not pushed to the side. To play my 


music, make something thats totally my own" 


"Ah, yes. I've met guys like you. Let me guess: you've got a notebook in your bag filled with half-finished 


poems and whatnot." 


The bassist's face nearly went red. "You've got a strange knack for digging into people's psyches, Stewart, you 


know that?" 

"So you do?" 

"Sure" Sting let the word hang in the air. "By the way, if you don't mind my asking, do you have any tea?" 
"There might be some in the cabinet. Make whatever you want. Stove's in the back." 

Sting brushed past Stewart and slipped into the half-kitchen. There certainly was tea, but just barely enough 
for a weak cup. The night was going well, he reasoned. Even away from the kit, he still felt that same rush of 
energy emanating from Stewart. Unlike many of his jam-sesh boondoggles this one seemed not to be a waste 
of time. Not one note had been shared between either of them but the connection was there regardless, he 


felt. 


The kettle hissed. Sting poured it in, bobbed the teabag until he felt satisfied, and went back to the main room 
to find Stewart going through his lyrics. 


"Some of these are good," remarked Stewart. He closed the book and tossed it back to Sting, who narrowly 


caught it. "Most of ‘em are bullshit, though” 

"Most?" 

"Especially the one you titled ‘Fool In Love - Ver. 2" 

"| rewrote that one from something your new favorite jazz group used to play" 


“Favourite'? Not quite. I've still got a soft spot for Buddy Rich buried deep within me somewhere. Anyway, you 


wanna, uh, jam?" 
"Yes! Finally. What | set out here to do to begin with." 
Stewart shrugged. "Sorry to talk your ear off, Mr. Impatient. Should've nudged me from the start.” 


"No, no, it was... nice. It was nice. At least you aren't some boring sod who can't pick any conversation topics 
outside of dry music theory and endless debates on who's better than who." 


"What sort of people do you hang out with, anyway?" 
"Boring fucking people, apparently.” 


"That checks out. Anyway, it's in here." Stewart pointed to the only other door in the apartment. "Used to be a 


bedroom, but since it's the only room | could actually insulate, | put the drums in there." 

He didn't mention that it was the only thing he could put in there. In the middle of the room sat a full-size kit 
with half a dozen cymbals circling it; a small amp was crammed into the corner. Beside it was a record crate 
stuffed to the brim. A few loose records were strewn across the floor -- Rush, Cream, Hendrix, Genesis. 


"IFs, uh, a bit cramped. Sorry." 


"Sfine." Sting retrieved his bass from the main room, checked the tuning that he hadn't knocked the pegs 
against something in his travels, and plugged in. “Anything in mind?" 


"Maybe one of your songs you're so proud of.” 
This time, it was Sting's turn to roll his eyes. "Fine. See if you like this one any better." 
He strummed a simple line, adding hammer-ons and slides here and there as it came back into his memory. 


Stewart listened quietly, feeling the beat, then joined in with a syncopated backbeat. Sting watched the 


drummer closely, noting how his hands would flex as he laid down a beat, snare mixing with cymbal into 


something unlike what Sting had heard before. Sting picked out bits of rhythm that felt familiar, even copied, 
but they faded into the next strange and new thing just as fast as it arrived. In return, he moved with it, 


worked his way into the groove. 


When Sting shifted, Stewart followed him; where one made a gap the other filled it, creating a call-and- 
response. The music flowed from them like blood, spilling over the floor and walls and thrashing around in 
Sting's ears. With every note he felt like he and Stewart were growing closer, merging, becoming one. He could 
pick up on the slightest of the drummer's signals and rework the entire melody just from that. Anxieties, 
whatever fragments were left of them, were decimated, never to return. In playing Sting sensed a deep, 
intrinsic connection, the kind you didn't find from someone so fresh to you. It was as if they'd been together 


before and had forgotten everything, but the muscle memory remained. 


Stewart's rhythms lulled, tempo veered off course. At every moment Sting was there to pull it back, keep the 
other man grounded. Performance became symbiosis. The erratic was tamed, and the middling was pushed out 


of the comfort zone. 


Above all else it felt like power, like freedom, like the one thing they'd been missing all this time. The prog 
scenes had never satisfied Stewart quite like this, and for all his time spent in jazz clubs Sting had never met 
a drummer so energetic, so truly passionate for his position It was the sort of thing you could only find in 
rock, he reasoned. Jazz was about effortlessness; rock was pain, exhaustion, wearing yourself out for the sake 


of a good time. 

The song slowed, the rhythms drifted away, until all that remained was ringing strains of tinnitus. Sting's head 
was swimming with energy. He leaned against the wall, heart pounding out a steady pattern. Thud. Thud. hud 
Like the steady beats he'd been in tune to. 

Stewart's face was flushed, sweat glistening on his skin. He arose from behind the kit and sat by the only 
window in the room, head resting on the glass. Soon Sting joined him, cooling off from the cold that seeped 
from the street outside. They sat in stunned silence, staring at one another, watching every microexpression. 
Peace, like was never known before. The after-show buzz ringing in their ears. 

No fear, no self-doubt. Just unity. 

Silence, like the snow falling around them. 

"Y'want me to psychoanalyze you?" Stewart asked quietly. "Why are you a bassist?" 

Shrugging, Sting said, "I like to be at the center of everything. The bass is the heart of the band. He controls 
both the rhythm and the chords. He is the framework, the bare skeleton, and the others cling to him. Bass is 


the leader, the dominator. | suppose it appeals to my senses. The need for control" 


"Nah. Its not like that at all" 


"No?" 


"Drums are at the heart of everything, ‘cause drumming is what's closest to us. It's the beat of life. Every 
part of us is rhythm. Our hearts beat, we step in time to the tempo of our moods, we build structures made 
up of regular intervals and symmetric patterns. The most tone-deaf, grooveless person can still tap out a 
rhythm at his desk, can still flail around to a backbeat and match the time best he can. Humanity is rhythms, 
it's built into us. The oldest, most primordial music is just feeling the pulse of nature and mimicking it" Light 
glinted in Stewart's eyes. "That's why | love it. | feel in tune with existence. With being" 


"I'd never have expected such a manifesto from you." 

"Pfft. What do you know about me?" 

"| don't. But | feel you." 

"You feel in tune to me, you mean?" 

"That's one way of putting it" 

"Using my own words against me.." Stewart let his head fall limp on his shoulder. He looked delirious, drunk off 
his own infectious energy, just ready for the taking. The unstoppable force, suddenly brought down by plain and 
simple fatigue. Sting found it oddly attractive, wanting to take the other man in his arms and lay him in bed, 


and watch as he drifted off, as his hard features softened in sleep. 


He moved closer, but not by much. What little distance remained was filled by Stewart bringing his head back 
up to face Sting. 


It was Sting who closed the gap, the barest movement finding Stewart's lips slightly parted, soft and swollen 
from bloodflow. The drummer tensed, not out of shock but a sudden jolt of pleasure. Sting went deeper when 
he received no objections, working his tongue in and slipping his hands under the hem of Stewart's loose jersey. 


Stewart's back was hot and slick; he shuddered at the touch of Sting's hands, cold and nimble. 

In between gasping breaths Stewart managed to pull back. "| didn't expect that.. from you," he half-whispered. 
Sting grinned. “Suppose there's a lot you don't know about me, either. 

He kissed Stewart again, with more fervor this time. Sting shifted his position on the hardwood floor, 
practically sitting in Stewart's lap. Lips gave way to tongues, clashing blindly, exchanging fevered sighs. A stray 


brush over one of Stewart's nipples caused him to moan softly, which made Sting go red in the face. 


Stewart grabbed Sting's left hand from under his shirt and pulled it down to his crotch. "Please," he whispered. 
"Need you...” 


"Tell me what you want," Sting spoke in a low tone. He cupped the other man's crotch, taunting him, "Tell me." 
"| want you on me. | want you to Touch me, to.." 


Stewart trailed off as Sting unzipped his tight jeans, teasing him, hands so tantalizingly close. Sting went in for 
another deep kiss, delicately slipping his hand under the hem of Stewart's boxers and finding his cock stiff and 
needy. The slightest touch made him shiver; in response Sting grabbed him more forcefully, which elicited a 


soft whine from the other man 


With his other hand on Stewart's shoulder to balance himself, Sting worked up a slow rhythm, steady strokes 
across the other man's length that he counted subconsciously. One-and-two, two-and-two, three-and-two, like 
the grand conductor of a phallic symphony, moving in time with the force of his heart, of Stewart's 
movements. No longer were they two bodies, but a single being, moving as one, consciousnesses merged, 


sharing every emotion and sensation. The world disappeared from around them, leaving them alone in a void of 


lust and fury. 


"Is this what you meant," Sting spoke in a low tone, "when you were talking about the rhythm of life? How it's 
built into us?" 


"Sex? Not -- ah! -- not specifically." 


"But, surely, its part of it?" 


"This- this is a weird time to.." In between kisses and heavy breaths Stewart could hardly get his words out. 


" to have a discussion like this." 


As if in reply, Sting began to speed up his strokes. “Sure, sure. | think we can both agree its connected 


somehow, right?" 


In this state Stewart was not one to discuss theories on the human existence. He dug further back into the 
wall, spine arching with pleasure, only able to respond in pleasured gasps and half-stifled moans. Sting didn't let 
up, compartmentalizing the topic for another time as he stroked harder, with more vigor each time he went 
down. Stewart edged ever closer, heart pacing. The feeling was electrifying, each stroke sent a new wave of 
dopamine crashing into his brain, hitting again and again like clockwork. Sting went in for the drummer's neck 
and then it was over, release flowing like a tidal wave of fiery passion. His body spasmed with the shock, then 
went limp as it receded. 


Sting caught Stewart's face in his hand as he slumped over. He'd looked somewhat tired before, sure, but the 
throes of exhaustion and orgasm must have spent what energy he had left. In sleep, Stewart's angular 


features softened, taking on an air of vulnerability. At that moment Sting felt.. protective of him, in an odd 


way. Considering what Stewart had said before, it seemed that Sting, some random person he'd met only twice 


now, was all he had anymore. 


This, of course, put Sting in a rather awkward position, because he now had an unconscious man in an 


unfamiliar apartment. 

He'd figure something out. 

HHHH 

Sting was vaguely aware of being awake; the numbness of sleep had dissipated, stimuli flooding his senses. He 
was lying on his side, one arm around Stewart, nose buried in the crook of the other man's neck. A thin scent 
of sweat and day-old cologne lingered in the front of his mind, melting it. In such a state of bliss the inevitable 
questions of What the hell am I doing? couldn't permeate Sting's psyche. Reassurance calmed him. 


The hardwood floor, however, did not. 


He'd only meant to lean back just enough to stand up, but he'd severely misjudged how wide the couch actually 
was and ended up slamming backwards onto the ground, landing with an audible thud. 


Stewart shot up at the sound. He whipped his head around wildly, finding no source. 
"Down here," Sting muttered. 

"Why are you on the floor?" Stewart asked, leaning over to face Sting. 

"Fell." 

"Um.. Do you want some tea? Or toast, or something?" 

"Sure. Gonna go wash up." 


Silently, Stewart went to the kitchen (stepping over Sting in the process, like the man was a pile of clothes), 
clearly unsure how to handle this situation 


The bathroom was connected to the bedroom, and was equally small. A dim lamp struggled to survive on the 
ceiling. Most of the light came in through a porthole-like window, casting hard shadows over the room. Sting 
splashed water on his face, stared at himself in the mirror, haunted. At times like this he failed to understand 
himself, how he could be so nonchalant when he'd upended his own life in pursuit of a futureless dream. The 
thrill of a new beginning allured him, but the possibility -- or certainty -- of failure scared him more than 


anything. 


Fear. The mind-killer. He'd read that somewhere, and it stuck in his mind. 


He physically shook, pushing the thoughts out. He was overreacting, overthinking like he'd done the night before 
in the tube. Perfectionism always came out of Sting at the worst times. School, work, music, it all had to come 
out right from the start. One night in a new city wouldn't shoot him to the top. Only time would give him 
results. 

Of course, one night with a man didn't mean anything, either, but this one, Sting decided, was different. 

Faintly, Sting smelled Earl Grey brewing. He slipped back through the bedroom (music room?) and found 
Stewart staring out the window, tea in hand. Sting wrapped an arm around the other man's waist, reveling in 
how he stiffened, then accepted the touch. Side by side they stood, watching the falling snow. 

"You're not uncomfortable, are you?" Sting asked. 

"No. Why?" 


"You're rather quiet" 


"This is just a little.. weird, is all. | meon, l.. okay, how did | get onto the couch? | passed out in the bedroom 


yesterday, right? Did that actually happen?" 


"It did. |" -the correct word here was dragged, but Sting wasn't going to say a thing like that- "er, | carried 


you out." 

"And then you stayed. You slept with me." 

"Yes.. Did | misread you, or..?" 

"No, no, it's not like that. It's just that.. they don't usually stay. The guys never do, anyway." 
"| couldn't just leave you there." 

"Sure." As if on cue, Stewart rolled his eyes. "You're such a hopeless romantic, Sting," 

| need someone like you. Crazy, unafraid. Lives by his own rhythm." 

"Still on the rhythm thing, are you?" 

"Well, yours is such a poignant take on-" 


"No, stop. Not awake enough for this." A pause, then,'! did want to ask you, though, do you have an apartment 
in the city?" 


"Just signed for one. Need to get the keys still. Why?" 

‘|... | know we don't really know each other, but | need a place to stay. I've basically been squatting in this place 
for the last two months, and | think Miles is on his last wits about to report me. And | don't really have 
anyone, since Sonja ditched me, and." He trailed off, muttering indistinct worries. 


Smirking, Sting replied, "I don't know how we'll get your kit there, but sure." 


Body relaxing, Stewart leaned into Sting, resting his cheek on the other man's head. Sting pulled him in closer, 
thought to himself, Perhaps this will work out affer all 


As they stood, Sting felt Stewart's heart beat within him. 


